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Victim Is Your Name 


Author's Notes: 
Content warnings for violence and blood! Anyway, this was fun to write! This'll be a two or three part fic, so 


those'll be coming at a later time. Merry Ficmas! 


"ls getting easier, ain't it, Jase?" 

The pair sat in James's truck going down the highway out of Idaho. Signs indicating Utah passed overhead. 
"Something like that." 

"Figured another hitchhiker. If it ain't broke, don't fix it, huh?" James said, glancing over to Jason with a smile. 
"Yeah," Jason replied, returning the smile. He let a few minutes pass, the truck cab quiet except for the hum 


of the road and the gentle lull of some song on the radio he didn't recognize. He kept his eyes locked out 
through the windshield as he began to speak. "You- you think this'll be the last one?" 


And from his peripheral, Jason could see James's knuckles whiten around the wheel. "You asked that last time,” 


he replied easily, almost with a laugh. 
"| know, but-" 
"You're doing really well," James reassured. "Besides, we're a team, and | need you for this." 


Jason's mind felt numb and as empty as the land that blurred past. His focus hadn't left the road- he didn't 


dare lock eyes with James. 


A year of Jason's life had been like this. He'd moved to California and met James. They'd been together for two 
years before James suggested this "bucket list extravaganza" as Jason so vividly remembered him putting it. 
In his naivety, Jason had agreed to it. Then somewhere up in Montana, James changed. Everything changed. 
Jason was still trying to figure it out, all while being forced to act out James's fantasies for him. While James 


didn't do the dirty work, Jason had no doubt in his mind that he was incapable. To refuse the role James had 


given him would surely place him among the dead. 


A smudge appeared on the horizon, gaining clarity moment by moment as they continued towards it. And then 


they were pulling over beside her. 


This hadn't been planned. James had said their next hit would be somewhere in Utah. This would be the first 
state they'd killed twice in 


"Just do it here, yeah?" James said as he retrieved a knife from his door's compartment. "Haven't seen anyone 
else for miles." He held out the knife to Jason, handle towards him and still within its sheath, all done below the 
line of sight into the truck cab. 

Jason had stolen a glance out his window to the girl, and his stomach soured. "Here? But James, she-" 

"ls alright if you make it quick" 

The poor kid began to introduce herself as Jason stepped out of the truck. She choked on her name as he 
guided the knife into her stomach. Three more times after. The blood was immediate and abundant- he'd 
surely hit a major artery. 


Six kills until now. This was seven. 


She slumped forward onto him, and her blood soaked eagerly into the fabric of his shirt. As he brought her 


down gently to the ground, he could feel James's gaze heavy on him. 
Flip her over," he instructed. "She'll bleed out faster that way.’ 


"We're leavin’ her here?" 


"By the time anyone finds her, we'll be long gone," James shrugged. "Look through her shit, though. Find her 


wallet." 


She'd had a backpack and another bag, both sitting beside one another in the dirt. After a moment of rifling 
through them, Jason found a coin purse stuffed with bills. He tossed it into the truck cab, but James shook 
his head. 


"No, no, | want her IDs." 


So Jason continued to search, shoving aside clothes and other items until he spotted leather. Sure enough, the 
card holder contained a gift card to a fast food chain and her driver's license. The driver's license confirmed 


Jason's fear- she'd been only sixteen. 


Leaving her at the side of the road felt wrong. They'd never left a body, and there had never been such a 
simple kill. Her blood was beginning to grow sticky on Jason's stomach. 


He changed into a clean shirt and used the stained one to clean off the knife before adding the shirt to a black 
trash bag with other things to be burned at a later time. 


"If anyone does find her soon, they'll have to work just a little harder to identify her," James called back to 


him as he placed the coin purse and the card holder inside the glove compartment. 


Jason got into the truck, and the knife was returned to James before he pulled back onto the road. Her body 
soon faded out of view behind them. 


Jason's stomach felt like it had been stabbed too. He knew that murder was murder, and the age of a victim 


didn't negate what was done to them, but Christ, sixteen years old. 


It was now solidified in his mind: Jason would leave James at the next opportunity. He didn't know how, but God, 
he'd find a way. The murders hadn't been pieced together yet as being related. No cops were on their tail 
Their names were still their own. Jason would move away, change his name. He'd work the most mundane of 
jobs in the most mundane of places and be happy with it. Enough adrenaline had coursed through him for a 
lifetime. 


They didn't stop at a motel that night. James continued to drive through the small hours of the night, leaving 


Jason with the decision of whether to sleep or to keep awake. 


Sleeping alongside James in a motel room was a bit different than sleeping in the truck. Here in the truck, 
Jason was trapped. He'd debated countless times in his head what would happen if he were to throw himself 
from the vehicle, but his conclusions always snuffed out the flicker of hope the idea offered. Confined in the 


small space with James, Jason often feared sleep would ensure that his eyes would never open again 


